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Our euphoria lessened as 
first one entire Britanian 
day passed, then another. 
Some were irritated at 
the appearance of more 
than a few who had 
neither defended the city 
nor helped gather supplies. 
Our week-long community 
spirit was beginning to be 
tested. Occasionally new 
souls would enter and ask 
why we had gathered- the 
answers mostly were the 
true story but as time 
passed a different answer 
began to enter the mix- 
"we are here for 
rewards’. 


Everyone wanted a Guard 
Sash but few were willing 
to be guards first. This 
is when I made my first 
serious mistake. 
Possessing four extra 
sashes I had taken back 
from Ant Lions, I asked 
the crowd if anyone 
wanted one. Sometime in 
the future people will 
invent a word for how 
many replies were given 
to me, but for now the 
word must be multitudes. 
I could swear I felt the 
bank shift on its 
Foundation as scores 

of people moved my way. 


Trying my best to keep 

up with the ood of 
requests I began to pay 
attention to who was 
asking. I could not recruit 
50 guards with only 4 
sashes so I based my 
decision of who to induct 
by faces I recognised as 
Defenders or Suppliers. I 
had seen Tetrevious 

nearly give his life again 
and again, consistantly 
dismembering the vilest 
ants, so he was my 

choice. Tetrevious 
immediately displayed his 
sash and was very 
grateful, which caused the 
crowd to surge forward 
even moreso. 

I dont know how Myrina 
is able to control unruly 
crowds when she inducts 
new members- I was not 
able to. I retreated to 
the farest corner of the 
bank and watched while 
for several Britanian 
hours the masses 
continued gathering where 
I had been, asking for 
more. 

During Britannian day ő 
of our wait, several 
combatants entered to 
ask why we were not 
with them Smashing ants- 
the reply had become 
mixed between ‘we want 
to see the machine made’ 
and 'we are waiting for 
our rewards’. None 
answered that they were 
waiting to join the Guard. 
Near the end of our 4th 
Britannian day's wait, 
nobody came to collect 
our supplies and payment. 


Wednesday early a.m. - 
Having been witness to 
more than one attempt 
to falsely misdirect our 
attentions away from the 
bank, we were keptical 
when news arrived that 
the machine we were 
waiting for had been 
unloaded at the dockyard 
and was now in place. It 
was true. 

Massive wooden planks 
surround a swirling froth 
of green death, forrming 
a giant poison tank. 
Around the tank are four 
miraculous machines-poison 
gas sprinklers which rise 
from the ground 
repeatedly in such a way 
that the poison 
atmosphere of the tank 
is pushed into the air 
but not into the ground. 
We watched it in awe, as 
every nearby antling fell 
dead. Unfortunately, some 
of us got too close to 
the tanks ourselves, and 
also died. Better to die 
stupidly than as ant food 
I suppose. There were at 
least two Antlings that 
were not slain by poison- 
they turned green and 
mean instead. Shortly 
after we dispatched them 
to the great ant colony 
in the sky, Arbin Dawes 
arrived at the bank and 
collected his fee. I'm not 
sure if he even said 
anything though, as I 
arrived just as he was 
finishing. 

We were not allowed 
long to savor our 
victory- the Black Ant 


Queen herself waddled to 
Moonglows southern 
entrance. 


Our gathered crowd, 
memories yet filled with 
recent Ant crimes against 
us, both taunted and 
jeered the 8-leqged 
beastette. And then the 
oddest thing happened. 
The Queen asked for our 
help in ridding Moonglow 
of the machine we had 
just purchased, and even 
more brazenly, in the 
destruction of Myrina 
Heron! Most of us still 
scorned the horrid 
monster, though some 
asked then and there if 
they could join its army. 

At times like these that 
I wish we had tossable 
tomatoes instead of 
seasonal snow. The vast 
majority of the crowd 
however wanted most to 
see a dead black ant 
queen. It was at this 
time I discovered my 
magic words POR CORP 
WIS could not harm the 
monster, leading me to 
vow to myself when next 
we meet I will have 
retrieved a most special 
Scimitar from the Vesper 
Armory and trained 
myself in its usage. 

The insane Queen 
meanwhile <ed from us, 
or so I thought at the 
moment. 

Across the island at its 
Southern tip the queen 
showed us some ghastly 
piles of bones- probably 
recently from Moonglow, 


along with raw ribs, and 
fish steaks. She 
announced ot us her plan 
of raising a quartet of 
Flesh Renders to march 
once more against 
Moonglow. 

More people volunteered 
to aid the queen. With 
the painful estructive 
weeklong seige only 
moments behind us, why 
would any Human want to 
aid the enemy? 

The majority of the 
crowd though called for 
Royal Green Blood, and 
we managed to drive the 
beast to the wrong side 
of a teleport pad, where 
it disappeared. Returning 
to town, we found more 
piles awaiting us- wood, 
hide, and scales at each 
of the city entrances. 
This is where I made my 
second great mistake of 
the day. 


Those of us who had 
chased the queen, knowing 
she wanted us to gather 
supplies for her, assumed 
these unexplained piles 
also belonged to her. 
Good citizens had already 
begun adding resources to 
the collection, not even 
needing to know what the 
intended use may be. As 
we warned the latecomers 
that they were helping 
the queen against 
humanity, a startlingly 
high amount told us that 
they knew and were proud 
to be helping the Ant 
Queen against Trammel. 
What? Against Trammel? 


Feluccans! ! 


Apparently SOME 
Feluccans, who hadnt 
worked hard at all to 
spare their own Moonglow, 
were so soured that they 
would turn their backs on 
humanity itself and help 
the crawling species 
destroy what we had 
built. 

The more I thought about 
it, the truer it seemed. I 
was in shock, so much so 
that I ran off twice with 
piles of hides the 
TRAITORS had dropped in 
the wrong place. People 
where standing around 
actively recruiting for the 
Ant Queens Army, so 

many so that with them 
and the combination of 
fatigue and late 
houredliness, I almost 
would swear I saw Oren 
our Town Crier joining 
with the traitors. 

As calm returned to 
town, Myrina caused a 
gathering near the front 
gate. The new piles, she 
said, are to produce 
enough material for the 
defense of the city's 
entrances. I felt so 
stupid. Many asked to 
join the Guard but 
Myrina would grant no 
sashes at all, despite 
having promised earlier to 
do so once the city was 
emptied of ants, as it 
had been. 


Could that have been 
because of the mini-riot I 


caused earlier? I hoped 
not. Instead of 

membership in the Guard, 
all who were present 

were treated to a brief 
dinner, followed by bottles 
of Celebration Ale all 
around. 


continued in book 2-B 


